CHAPTER XXXII
The Drums Beat the Retreat
IN the end it might have been better had those
wild bells of Paris sounded the alarum, for foes
visible massing to the east, for others invisible
and nearer at hand. The tall, personable young czar,
having his own ideas as to who should be "first man in
all the world," had thrown down the gage. Bernadotte,
sulky still, had left his councils to be crown prince of
Sweden, had joined his foes and those of France; and
Spain was still restive and Prussia wavering.
And the domestic situation was not reassuring. Think-
ing to make his home the world's spiritual as well as po-
litical capital, Napoleon had dragged the pope to Fon-
tainebleau and thus offended the clericals. His embargo
against England, too, had galled. Had his agents even
remotely approached him in executive ability, it might
have worked; but it had turned all Europe into a nest of
smugglers, made trade chaotic, and business was anything
but good.
Further, traitors were multiplying, and the new con-
scripts were not up to the mark. So many hundreds of
thousands had marched up his paths of glory to their
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